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Mornin\’ Gorgeous 


Author's Notes: 
Let me know what you think of this?) 


Feeling the usual ache of waking up early combined with the slight haze of a hangover, Axl pulled the covers 
off his face and sat up, pushing his hair off his face and yawning. Opening his eyes, he jumped and swore aloud 
as he saw Slash standing at the end of the bed in nothing but a towel, stretching his torso and shaking his hair 


out. 
"Mornin' gorgeous." Slash winked at the red head, who painfully dragged himself out of bed and quickly crossed 
the room to retrieve his shirt. "We must do that again sometime, don't ya think?" Slash laughed softly as he 


recalled last night's action. 


Shaking his head as he frowned and buttoned up his open leather trousers, Axl replied in a low, rough voice 


that made Slash shiver. 


"Really, if l'm honest, we shouldn't." Axl's bright green eyes pierced Slash's brown ones, "We can't keep sneaking 


off like that and" he stuttered, waving his hand at the tangle of sheets that was the double bed as he sunk 


into an armchair. 


Slash, pulling his jeans on, grinned playfully and crept up behind Axl, his fingertips brushing along his muscled 
shoulders and down his tight arms. Pulling his hair to the side, he lowered his mouth to Axl's ear and 
whispered. 


"You can't say you didn't enjoy it.” he teased, tilting Axl's face towards him, and pressing a finger to his full 
lips when he protested, "And don't bother lying to me either." 


Axl sighed. Slash was right, if he had said he didn't love their secret meetings, he would be lying. As much as 
he knew he shouldn't, he delighted when Slash cunningly found a way to excuse them from the group or invited 
him to his room of an evening. He'd thought nothing of it in the beginning, but he'd began to worry when their 
rights together had become more than just a bit of fun. And it wasn't just him that felt it either: he 
remembered so clearly the night when they'd first admitted how their feelings for one another had changed so 
drastically. It was the best night of his life. 


He did love Slash, so very dearly, it was true. 


However, in a world where he was renowned for being THAT rocking ladies‘ man, where his and his friends’ 
careers could be ruined if anyone found out, they could never be properly together. Yet he still couldn't bring 
himself to say this to Slash's face, for even though his exterior was tough and cheeky, he knew more than 
anyone that the guitarist had a softer side, he'd shown it when they'd fallen asleep in each other's arms. Axl 
knew it would tear Slash apart if he put an end to everything. As well as himself. But in the brutal real world, 


it just couldn't happen, there were too many challenges, far too many obstacles in their way. 


One of those obstacles took on the form of Axl's long time on/off girlfriend, Erin Everly. The girl was known 
famously as the basis of Guns N' Roses' most loved song, Sweet Child 0' Mine. No one but Axl knew this 
wasn't quite the case. The riff from the song had been thought up by Slash, the idea for the song generated 
by Izzy. Everyone else thought that the lyrics and emotion in the ballad were inspired by Erin, but in reality 
she was only described in the words. The real feeling portrayed, Axl knew, was his way of letting out the 


emotion of his blossoming love for his guitarist. 


At one point, Axl had loved Erin very much, but looking back, he wondered if his past lonesome self, just 
entering the jungle of Hollywood, tanked up on heroin and booze, had merely clung to her for guidance and care. 
Over their turbulent four year relationship he had grown to despise the way she lectured him and his friends 
on how to live their lives, on how to write their music and on how to move forward in their careers. Axl 
especially hated the fact she was trying to change them into something they were not. Yet still, even after all 
the bullshit she had given him and his friends, Axl didn't want to hurt her. He didn't want to be with her, deep 
down, but he didn't want to upset her by letting her go when she was at her lowest, after all, she had been 


his rock way back when he was in the dark. 


"Exactly, you can't say it, because you know that l'm right" Slash slid his arms down the singer's torso, 


running his thumbs along the top of his trousers and pressing his cheek into Axl's own. 


Axl shivered a little, feeling Slash's breath tickle his skin. The guitarist smiled and brushed his lips on the pale 
flushed colour of his cheek bone in a long, slow, gentle kiss that made Axl close his eyes. After Slash ended the 


kiss, he kept his face close to Axl's, never breaking contact. It was minutes before one of them spoke again. 


"But what about Erin? | can't just break it off with her in an instant after everything.” Axl mumbled the 


words, not realising they would have such an effect. 


It was as if Slash had been punched repeatedly and only just registered the pain. He'd known Erin was a big 
issue, but he hadn't expected Axl to bring her up right then and now and ruin their moment together. All 
humour and slyness gone from his face, his eyes resembled a lost puppy's as he recoiled as quickly as the 
words graced Axl's mouth, backing away. 

Axl sprung up out of the seat, his body aching for Slash's touch as it had left him so rapidly. He crossed the 
room, closing the space between them to where Slash was slumped into the far wall. Within seconds they were 
centimetres apart. Axl raised his hand to touch Slash's cheek, and his heart shattered when the younger man 
flinched away. Axl moved his hands to his guitarist's dark chest instead, tracing circles on his bare skin 


"l'm sorry. | didn't mean it like that. | love you." Axl gave Slash a brief kiss, and Slash pulled him in before he 
continued, "But its like I'm stuck here, | don't know what to do. | haven't got any options." 


Slash froze again, reaching up and taking Axl's hands off his chest, sliding out from under him and marching 
towards the door. His eyes were no longer full of love, nor sadness, just anger. Red, fiery rage. He stopped just 


before the exit as Axl called his name. 


"You're a fucking dick, you know." Slash spat, "I'm not going to be nice about it. You're a fucking idiot, and | can 


see where you get your reputation from." 


Axl stepped forwards, opening his mouth to reply. Slash squeezed his eyes closed, holding his hands up and 
shaking them. 


"No, just shut up, | don't want to hear it. You stand there whining on about dearest Erin as if she's a fucking 
Goddess, when we both know damn right she's done nothing but be a bitch for the last year. You care about 
her feelings so much, but she's past caring about yours. Wake up, Axl. You've got plenty of options - you're 
just choosing to be blind to them." 


Axl was silent; he couldn't form words as Slash opened the door. His last words sang out loud, and painfully 


clear. 


"It's her or me - you decide." 


Better OFF Left Behind 


Pulling into one of the more upmarket roads of LA in his beaten up car, Axl tried desperately to banish all 
thoughts of the morning from his head. To rid himself of all urges to abandon Erin and everything they were 


and give in to Slash's charms. 


Seeing Erin's bouncing form almost running to hop in the car he saw not a long term girlfriend that he loved 
more than anything, but a friend, one that he loved and didn't want to upset, but didn't want to be with. 
Returning her manic grin with a small smile, he drove away as she slammed the door, and kissed her on the 


cheek. 


"You'll never guess what just happened!" the words raced out of her mouth, and she sat, still grinning when Axl 
just looked at her expectantly, "I've booked the job with that agency | talked about last week and they're really 


interested in. 


Though she continued to babble on, Axl registered none of her words. He didn't want to be inconsiderate, but 
he'd started to despise Erin pursuit of her modelling career a long time ago, when she'd come home constantly 
ranting about how she was going places, and that Axl really ought to get a move on, too. Drifting off into his 
own world of thought, only nodding occasionally, he only just caught Erin's words. 


"Wait, wait, what did you say?" Axl was suddenly paying full attention, looking at Erin with a pointed stare as he 


waited for her answer. 


"| said that the agency have a big job lined up for me these next three weeks, so | probably won't be able to 
come with you on that little tour Duff planned" Erin smiled sweetly, glazing over the fact she'd just dismissed 


Guns N' Roses’ first tour as unimportant. 


As much as he knew he shouldn't feel that way, and even though he knew it was ridiculous, Axl was very 
happy that Erin wouldn't be glued to his side every hour of the day on their tour, looking out for him all the 
time and leaving him and Slash no time to their selves. Her accepting this job would mean three weeks away 


from home, away from Erin's snide remarks and safely able to enjoy Slash's company. 
Plastering a not too obvious smile on his face, Axl spoke. 


"You should go for it. Itll be fun. And | think | can take care of myself” Axl gave her a wink, knowing it would 


silence her, and her cheeks flushed. 


Finally finding a space to park near their hotel, Axl grabbed Erin's hand and reluctantly pulled her inside. 
Navigating to his room in the dark, he reminded himself to talk to the manager of the hotel about its lack of 
lighting after ten o'clock tomorrow. After opening his room up and slinging his jacket over the chair he'd 
slumped into that morning, he turned back towards the door, mumbling an excuse to Erin, who was stripping 


down, throwing her clothes everywhere. 


| need to go speak to Slash, I'll be back in a bit." he said. 


With lightning speed Erin crossed the floor and slid her hands up Axl's back, seemingly oblivious to his 
immediate reaction - freezing under her touch. He didn't want to do this, not now. 


"Hey. Don't go, you're always running off with him. Why don't you spend some time with me?" she whispered 
seductively, her hands running all over his shoulders, "After all, it's my last night, don't you want to give me a 
proper send off?" 


Axl almost shivered at the words and the feeling of her breath hitting his skin. At one point, what she had 
just said to him would have driven him crazy, turning him on, and forcing him to forget about everything but 
getting her into bed with him. Now, it made him feel sick. He didn't want to choose this. 

And then he realised how distant he had become from Erin. Slash was right, he was just choosing to be blind 


to his options. He'd concealed his lack of feeling for her from everyone in an attempt to protect himself from 


drama. He hated himself for doing it. 
Not even noticing her face until it was right in front of his, Axl blinked, and registered what Erin was saying. 
"l'm just going to have a shower, be ready when l'm out." Backing into the bathroom, she winked and bit her lip. 


Axl only let his head fall into his hands when she'd closed the door. Dragging his fingers through his hair he 
tugged at the roots, his elbows covering his face. What was he doing? He couldn't just walk out now, she's 
know something was up. Why hadn't he just said something before, made an excuse? 


Suddenly, his racing mind dulled, his brain drained from the excessive emotional stress. He just wanted to sleep. 
Flopping onto the bed, he moved himself into a seated position, legs straight, one on top of the other, and linked 
his arms behind his head, resting against the wall and letting his exhaustion overwhelm him as he closed his 


eyes. 


Not even realising he had drifted off into sleep he was startled awake as he felt a weight suddenly on him and 
he panicked. His mind raced back in time, to when he was a boy. His father would take his anger out on Axl in 
any type of punishment he could think up. He felt suffocated, trapped under a unforgiving blanket that hung 
with the horrible stench of neglect and cut off his breath. 


His eyes sprung open, all vitality drained from the sparkling emeralds. His frantic thoughts did not recognise 
Erin, stark naked, straddling his hips and purring pretty words of seduction. He saw only the darkness of painful 
memory. He speedily threw her off him, shuddering as he stood and ran across the room, from a threat he 


only just realised wasn't there. 


Pushing a jittering hand through his air he looked back to see Erin cowering on the floor like a child. He held his 


arms out in comfort. 


"Erin [Erin l'm so sorry.! thought." his quiet voice shook. 

She screamed, backing away up to the wall. 

"Get away from me. Get out. Go, now!" she shouted and he back out of the room. 

As if by magic, Erin was no longer hurt, and she jumped up, running across to slam the door in his face. His 
hands went to his hair again, bunching it up and tangling it as he panted, turning on the spot. What had he 


done? 


The tears he felt coming sprung from his face. He always hurt people. And the guilt crushed him. Before he 
knew it his feet marched down the hall, slumping against Slash' door and knocking softly. 


He expected to be ignored, but within seconds, the guitarists relaxed face appeared. The calmness he gave 
quickly changed as he saw Axl hunched in front of him, tears streaming from his eyes. Without thinking about 


the previous days' events he pulled him inside and closed the door, embracing him in a tight hug. 


"What's wrong?" Slash whispered into his ear. 
Silence followed as Slash guided him to the bed. 


"Just don't leave me tonight." 


Hell Nm Just Another Guy 


His eyes fluttering open, Axl experienced an alarmingly painful sense of deja vu as his eyes adjusted to the 
empty space on the sheets next to him. How many mornings had he woken up wishing he had been less hostile 
with Slash the night previous, that Slash was in that empty space. Stretching out his tattooed arm his hand 


bunched up the duvet next to him in a fist as he groaned, frowning in a sleepy daze. 
Any hurt he was enduring dispersed when a familiar voice sung out from behind him. 


"Hey, I'm over here." Slash's voice was highlighted with happiness as he caressed Axl's flaming hair, smiling as 


the redhead turned towards him. 


Axl pulled himself up, returning the smile as he rested his head on the guitarists shoulder, shuddering when a 
strong, muscled arm wrapped around him and pulled him closer. All his innermost senses relaxed when he felt 


a tender kiss placed on his forehead. 


"What happened last night, Ax?" Slash voice now took on a tone of worry. Drawing back, his rich brown eyes 


met with Axl's emerald ones and he frowned. 


The singer sighed, and sat on the bed, gesturing for the other man to join him. Slash obeyed eagerly, still 
looking at Axl with a pointed glare of questioning. 


Slowly replaying last night's events over in his head, Axl explained how Erin had expected a night with Axl, but 
he'd had one of his many excruitiating flashbacks and thrown her away from him. She'd refused to try and 
accept, let alone understand, his attempts of explanation. 

After silently listening and processing Axl's story, he hugged him closer and the pair sat in their quiet 


embrace for minutes. 
Reluctantly pulling away, Slash stood, stepping into a worn set of black cowboy boots. 


"You need some breakfast. Let me go get some, I'll be back in a minute." Slash offered a reassuring smile in 


Axl's direction before heading out of the door. 


It didn't take him long to travel the maze of the hotel's corridors down to the lobby area, where Duff and Izzy 
had passed out sprawled across each other on one of the sofa's, and Steven was lying spread out on the floor. 
Laughing quietly to himself, he grabbed a tray and piled it with the food on offer. Turning, he retraced his 
footsteps until, turning the last corner onto the long hall where the band was staying, he bumped into an 


unexpected figure. 


It took all he had not to shout aloud as Erin appeared right in front of him. Miraculously, she was awake and 
dressed something quite astonishing for her at this time of the day. His eyes widening in unwanted shock, he 
took in her whole image. Not only was Erin dressed, she looked like she'd spent hours perfecting her 


appearance. Her hair was luscious and bouncing, cascading in soft curls over her shoulders. Her eyes shined, 
reflecting a harsh green in the overhead fluorescent lights. Her cheekbones sat high with the help of the 
makeup covering her face, her lips pouting a bright crimson. Hugging her pale skin was a short leather dress, 


accentuating the curve of her hips, revealing the majority of her slender long legs and boosting her cleavage. 
What was this all about? Slash found himself backing away as she approached like a panther stalking its prey. 
Placing both of her hands on his chest she slammed him against the wall with a twisted smile, ignoring the 
clatter that sounded out as the tray of food crashed onto the carpet. No words found their way past the 
grand barrier of shock that built itself around his screaming mind. His arms retreated to his sides, palms 
facing flat to the wall, refraining from touching her. He shivered when her purr of a voice whispered into his 


ear. 


"You know, | used to love Axl. He really was hot stuff. You would know right?" he flinched, eyes squinting shut 


as she continued, "But recently, he's become a littledull and boring for my particular taste." 
Her lips formed the words harshly,emphasizing the sounds cruelly. 


"I've been watching you. The way you look, the way you talk, the way you play that guitar of yours. Now that 


really is sexy." 

Her cold hands slid up his chest, yanking on his collar and pulling him down to her neck 
"How about we have a little fun?" 

Finally, sound escaped his lips. 

"No, this is wrong Erin. Get off me." 


He struggled against her vice grip, only making her press against him more, her body rocking with the 


movement. 
He only just heard a gasp from further down the corridor. 


Looking over her shoulder his eyes came upon Axl, standing frozen as his eyes took in the presumed sight 
before him. Tears sparkled in his eyes, and his mouth failed to form the words his mind was screaming. Falling 
back on himself, he turned and ran back down the corridor away from Slash's eyes, pleading for him to stop, 
wait, just listen. 


Torment inside him built as he realised what this must have looked like to the singer who was already broken, 


beaten and scarred by everything that life had battered him with. 


That angst rapidly boiled, and transformed into a burning rage as he shook, throwing Erin off him and across 
the width of the corridor, where she stumbled into the opposite wall. He raised a hand to silence her unwanted 


protests. Cowering there, her hair ruffled, make up smudged, and her dress riding up around her waist she 
looked nothing more than a cheap hooker lurking the streets of LA. 


"Oh just fuck offl" he roared, "No one wants to hear your pathetic excuses! You've been treating everyone 
around you like shit for a long time. Now look what you've done.” his voice trailed off, his eyes twisting with 


pain as they darted to his right, following after the redhead who had vanished from view. 


Running his hands through his curly hair he took off down the long winding stretch, hoping, begging that he'd 


be granted the chance the explain and redeem himself. 


He wasn't going to lose him this time. 


